MRS. WOOQROW WILSON             113
matter? Have you any bad news?" "Not a thing; I just know he was pretty tired and want to see if he needs anything."
We found my husband asleep and did not disturb him. I learned next morning that some poor fellow had fallen from a window just over the room occupied by the President and been instantly killed. The Secret Service men feared he might have been trying to get in the window below with some evil intent, but this was never proved. Nevertheless, after this every hotel room was searched by a Secret Service man before the President could enter.
Writing the words "Secret Service" recalls the funny idea of my coloured Susan when the President used to come to see me before we were married. She always announced with ceremony: "The President and his Silver Service." But when I told her it was not "Silver" Service but "Secret" Service, she amended it to "The President and his Secretive Servants", and beyond that she refused to budge!
Returning to Washington, early in February, 1916, we settled down to a routine of work and entertaining and being entertained by the members of the Cabinet which went on unbrokenly except for an occasional holiday on the Mayflower. We would leave late Friday night, or Saturday afternoon, and slip down the Potomac for the week-end. These were red-letter days, for quiet hours were balm after the turmoil of a busy week, and the commander of the May-floiver, our good friend Captain "Bob" Berry, always saw to everything to add to our pleasure and comfort. He would be notified by telephone at what time we would come aboard; so when the limousine would reach the gate of the Navy Yard there were Marines standing at attention. At the gang-plank the Commandant of the Yard and his aide would greet us. At the top of the gang-plank the commander of the Mayflower and the officers of the ship stood at salute and the crew was drawn up at attention while the band played the National Anthem.
This little ceremony over, all hands went quickly to work H